CHAPTER 10 


APRIL 20, 2011 


It was the afternoon; the sound of the bell had snapped Justin back into reality. As 
usual, he had not been paying attention in class in the slightest, instead opting to 
draw in class. Over time a blank white canvas that he had set in front of himself was 
filled with pencil shavings, shades of gray making out figures and shapes. As to 
what his masterpiece was, it was everyone celebrating over the corpse of Yukiko’s 
shadow in the best way they knew how. Yu, Chie, Yukiko, and Teddie were all doing 
victory jigs, and jumps of joy. Justin... Well Justin had drawn himself pissing on the 
shadow’s remains. It wasn’t subtle, but he’d be damned if it wasn’t badass. He also 
gave himself a five-o-clock shadow and a pair of sunglasses; pretty much 
everything he could to make himself seem as awesome as he felt. 


Chie had taken a look over to see what he was drawing on more than one occasion, 
each time a new question as to what was going on in his drawing. There were 
obvious questions like: “Why the hell are you peeing on Yukiko’s shadow,” or “Why 
is Teddie’s head on fire.” To answer the latter question, comic relief. Then there 
were some of the more obscure questions, like “Why isn’t Yosuke in this drawing.” 
Justin gave her a small glare at that question, followed up with “Because it’s 
Yosuke.” He had briefly considered replacing the shadows head with Yosuke’s, but 
figured that would just get him an ass beating. 


Everyone had gotten up from their seats, ready to leave the dreaded confines of the 
school. Justin had gotten out of his seat to stretch, but otherwise had not left yet. 


“Hey Justin, you doing anything after school?” 
“Not really.” 

“I’m going to Aiya’s, want to come with?” 
“That’s that ramen joint, right?” 

“Yep.” 

“Sure, why not.” 


A wide grin stretched across each end of Chie’s face. It was nice to see her smiling 
again, what with the shit that’s been going on lately. Though he couldn’t imagine 
what there was to get so happy about a ramen joint. Or was it that she was happy 
Justin was tagging along? Justin dismissed the idea from his head almost 
immediately. There was nothing particular joy-inducing about him. He had one eye, 
an attitude, and a shit-ton of personal issues. There was no way in hell anyone could 
be happy around him, as much as it pained him to admit it. Yet here Chie was, 


grinning that ridiculous grin of hers. Maybe he wasn’t as bad as he thought he was. 
Maybe. 


“So what are you going to order.” 


That was a good question. In all honesty, Justin hadn’t had any desire to eat food all 
day. Just the sight of it was making him sick to his stomach, so why he had even 
accepted Chie’s invitation to come to place reeking of the scent of ramen and steak 
was beyond him. Still, he was here, and he did need to eat sooner or later, so he 
figured he’d order something small, hopefully something he could keep down. 


“Probably just some ramen. You?” 
“Well obviously I’m getting the grilled steak!” 


The way Chie’s face lit up was almost blinding. What was it about steak that gets 
her all worked up like this? 


“So how come we didn’t invite Yosuke and the others?” 

“| thought you hated Yosuke?” 

“I do. Still, I’m curious.” 

“Well... Yu had basketball practice, and Yosuke had to go work at Junes.” 
“Yu's on the basketball team? When did that happen?” 

“Huh? I... | think sign-ups were yesterday.” 


The way Chie had been pausing in between words indicated that she had been 
digging through her memories to try to find an answer to Justin’s question. 


“Yesterday? He got accepted for the team already?” 
“They don’t have a lot of members.” 
“Ah... So they take what they can get.” 


“Kinda. They don’t really have the luxury of turning people down, but | don’t think 
that’s why they accepted Yu.” 


“Have you seen him play before?” 


“Well... no... He just sorta strikes me as the type who’s good at that stuff.” 


Justin tried to imagine Yu as a basketball player. He certainly was a quick runner in 
the television, though how he handled a ball, he could only imagine. Still, it wouldn’t 
surprise him if Yu was actually good at that sorta stuff. God knows Justin wasn’t. 


“And obviously Yukiko isn’t available either, so that leaves me.” 
“Well when you Say it like that, it sounds bad!” 

“| didn’t mean it like that...” 

He actually did. 


The two eventually put their orders in for food. Though, where as Justin had only put 
in an order for a small bowl of ramen, Chie put in order in for two grilled steaks. 
Jesus, she REALLY likes steak. 


“,.Hey, don’t hate me for asking this but-“ 

“Is it about the eye?” 

“Sorta.” 

Justin sighed. “...Go ahead.” 

“Is it true what they say about depth perception?” 


Huh. That... was actually a pretty good question. Justin hadn’t really noticed much 
difference, but now that she brought it up... he wasn’t quite sure. He’d by lying if he 
said he hadn’t been curious at this point. 


“I’m... not actually sure. Might be worth looking into.” He paused for a moment. 
“Alright, | Know how we can test this, hold up your hand.” 


“Huh? O-Okay...?” 


Chie hesitatingly held her hand up in front of her, her palm facing towards the side. 
She had almost twisted it around so her palm would be facing towards Justin, but he 
gave her a quick nod to signify that she should keep her hand the way it was. Justin 
picked up his own arm so that it mirrored Chie’s, before swinging it forth. It seemed 
he was trying to go for a hi-five of sorts, but he ended up missing Chie’s hand 
altogether, much to his displeasure. 


“Well... that sucks.” 


Chie sighed before turning her head in the opposite direction, her eyes focused on 
the wall that they had been seated next to, her head resting against the palm of her 
hand. It was obvious, that their little test had just made her feel worse about the 
entire situation with Justin’s eye. And everytime Chie felt bad about Justin’s eye, 


Justin felt bad about Chie feeling bad about his eye. It was like a never ending cycle 
of feeling bad. 


“You really need to stop beating yourself up over all this.” 
“| know, | know, it’s just-“ 
“You. Are not. Responsible.” 


There was a long pause in the conversation between the two, the atmosphere 
between them tense. Chie’s self pity act had been starting to get on Justin’s nerves. 
He knew she didn’t mean it, but it pissed him off all the same. And the more pissed 
off Justin started to get with the subject, the more Chie felt guilty for the accident. 
After what felt like a good five minutes of silence between the two, Justin finally 
spoke up. 


“I’m making it a rule, here forth in. You are not allowed to feel bad about my eye-“ 
“But-“ 


“No buts! ‘Cause every time you start to feel bad about it, | start to feel bad, and 
then nothing gets accomplished except we both feel bad. Just pretend it never 
happened. It’ll be fine in a couple weeks anyway, so there’s nothing to get worried 
about.” 


Chie paused for a moment. Justin had half expected his speech to make her tear up. 
He didn’t really realize until after he was done how much of a douche he had come 
across as. Instead, a wide grin swept across Chie’s face. Her eyes had started to 
sparkle again, which was something Justin hadn’t seen in a long-time. 


“Yeah, you’re right.” 


Justin smiled back. It was a funny sensation to him. He smirked a lot, and 
sometimes he’d grinned, but he’d never really smile. He wasn’t entirely sure what 
he was smiling about either. He had practically been at Chie’s throat just a moment 
earlier. 


The food came out only a few minutes later, over a hypothetical discussion about 
superpowers. He couldn’t really remember what brought up the topic, but he was 
intrigued all the same. That was the best part of hypothetical situations like that, 
you could have debates back and forth over what could and couldn’t happen. There 
was no real factual basis that said one power was superior to the other, so the 
debates these questions spawned were always interesting, and they always had 
some strange new theories being thrown around. 


“You are not going to sway my opinion on this, ability to control time, that’s the 
power to end all powers.” 


“| mean... That’s cool and all, but don’t you think flying would be better...?” 


“Well first of all, you’re barking up the wrong tree. | don’t know about you, but I’ve 
been in planes. They’re not all they’re hyped up to be.” 


“That’s not the same thing!” 
“How do you figure?” 
“The plane is what’s flying, not you!” 


“True, but | can’t imagine not being able to breathe in the outer hemisphere, or 
having birds fly into your face every five seconds would add onto the experience.” 


“Well obviously you’d be able to breathe. It would be, like, part of the power or 
something!” 


“That doesn’t answer the bird question.” 
“Well, you’d just fly around them right?” 


“If you’re both flying in opposite directions, you’re not going to have much time to 
move out of the way.” 


“No, no, because you wouldn't fly so fast that you couldn’t react.” 
“Let’s be honest, if you had the power to fly, would you be doing it slowly?” 
“Well... no...” 


“Alright then. Besides, it’s not just birds you’d have to look out for; you’d have to 
look out for planes too.” 


“Well it can’t be THAT hard, | mean the planes avoid each other all the time... R- 
Right?” 


“Yeah, but that’s because they have a strict schedule of when they can and can’t 
depart. They already know where all the planes are because someone in control 
tells the pilots. If you’re flying by yourself, you’d have no clue.” 


Chie had been chewing a piece of steak by the time Justin had finished his lecture 
on how planes work, so it took her a moment to respond. 


“Alright fine, what’s so great about this “time control” thing?” 


“Well think of it this way. Imagine you’re going through your typical day. Except, oh 
crap, you forgot your homework. No problem; pause time, do it then, resume time, 
hand it in. Maybe you're trying to pick up a boy- you guys do that, right?” 


“Sometimes.” 


“Alright, so you’re trying to pick up a boy, but you said something really stupid and 
everything falls apart. That’s okay, just rewind time a bit, and redo the 
conversation. Can’t put up with school? Just fast-forward through all the lectures. 
Maybe you’re watching one of your kung-fu movies and wanted to see something 
over again, rewind time then replay it.” 


“Couldn’t | just use the remote for that?” 

“Yeah, but wouldn’t it be cool if you didn’t have to?” 

“Wouldn’t messing around with time like that change the future though?” 
“Well that’s partially the point.” 


“Yeah but what if you screwed up something when you were messing around with 
time. Couldn’t that, like... ruin the future or something...?” 


“No, because you could just go back and fix the problem.” 
“Yeah but then you’d have to relive your life over-again from that moment in time.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Well, your body wouldn’t do anything while you’re fast-forwarding, right? So you 
couldn’t fast-forward through certain things.” 


“That’s true | guess.” 
“And | don’t think | could take living my life twice.” 
“Why not?” 


“Well, you’d already know everything that’s going to happen, all the good things, all 
the bad things. | mean, wouldn’t that kind of suck?” 


Justin really hadn’t thought of it like that before. | guess part of the spice of life is 
those little surprises, not knowing what’s going to happen. If you know everything in 
advance, well, what’s there to look forward to? 


“Alright, fine. How about this one: the power to jump into televisions?” 


Chie kicked his legs from under the table. She was barely holding back laughter, so 
he could tell it was supposed to be playful at the very least. He laughed a bit as 
well. Justin had just finished his bowl of Ramen, though Chie still had her second 
steak left to eat. 


“Hey, you want to try a bite?” 


“I'll pass.” 


“Oh come on. You'll like it, | swear.” 
“It’s not that. | just don’t really eat is all.” 
“Look, we can do this the easy way, or the hard way.” 


Justin was, frankly, surprised. Never once had he been threatened into eating a 
steak before. How good is this steak that she Is willing to force me to eat it? 


“Alright fine. Where’s the mustard?” 
“Mustar-- What!?” 


“| know, | know, it sounds strange. But | went on vacation once in the Caribbean, 
back when my parents were still alive, right? Well they had this steak, but they put 
this mustard spread on top. It wasn’t quite mustard, like there were other spices 
and stuff in it, but all you could taste WAS the mustard, so it might as well have 
been.” 


Chie gave him a funny look. As though putting mustard on steak had to be the 
weirdest thing she had ever heard; as though he had desecrated some sort of holy 
artifact. And given the way Chie loved steak, Justin wouldn’t be half surprised if 
that’s what she thought. 


“That sounds disgusting.” 


“Oh really? Well I’ll cut you a deal. I'll eat a bit if the steak if you try one with 
mustard.” 


“...Do | have to?” 

“Do | have to eat the steak?” 
“Yes.” 

“Well there’s your answer.” 


Justin was good at shaping a situation around so that he got something out of it. 
When he was younger, and his parents dragged him to the mall, for example, he 
would always find a way to march out of there with a video game or an action 
figure, despite his parents’ objections. Chie let out a sigh as she looked around for a 
container of mustard. It took her a minute, but she found one on the empty table 
behind them. She reached over and grabbed the container before planting it firmly 
on the table they had been sitting it. Chie glanced at the bottle of mustard, then 
back to Justin, as though expecting to hear that he was joking, much to no avail. 
She sighed as she sprayed a little bit of mustard on the side of the plate, dipping a 
small piece of steak into it before placing it in her mouth. Her eyes lit up almost 
immediately. Justin hadn’t been lying, it wasn’t half bad. 


“And that’s why you don’t judge a book by it’s cover.” 
“But... It’s a steak... With mustard...” 
“Well | didn’t mean LITERALLY.” 


Justin reached out and grabbed a small piece of steak for himself, dipping it in the 
mustard Chie had sprayed on the plate earlier. A deal was a deal after all. He put 
the steak in his mouth, and almost immediately regretted it. Well-done would be an 
understatement, not to mention chewy as all hell. He could barely swallow the 
thing. He’d hate to imagine what it would taste like if he didn’t put mustard on it. 


“Well?” 
“Not bad.” 


It almost pained Justin to let those words out of his mouth. It was one of the worst 
things he had ever tasted. But Chie really liked it, hell she practically worshipped it, 
so there was no point throwing a bitchy fit over it. 


“Told you you'd like it.” 

Yeah, you did you liar. 

“So what was with you on the stairs yesterday. You didn’t look so hot.” 
“You’d probably laugh if | told you.” 

“Now why would | do that.” 

“How many of my concussion jokes did you laugh at?” 

“Alright, alright, point taken. | promise.” 

“Climacophobia. Fear of climbing stairs.” 

“That’s a thing!?” 

“See, | Knew you would do this.” 

“No, it’s not like that! I’m just surprised is all.” 

“Yeah, | get like that when | climb up a couple of flights of stairs.” 

“| don’t understand, you’re not like that when you go up the stairs to homeroom.” 
“It’s closer to the ground.” 

“So... you're afraid of heights?” 


“No, | have no problem going down stairs. Just up. It’s hard to explain.” 


“You know, we could have went somewhere other than the roof if you just told us...” 
“It’s fine.” 

“You sure?” 

“Have | ever lied to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh you are just the worst.” 


“Aren't |?” 


